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	1. Intro

**Six months since the loss of BB-8 from Trora, the GALACTIC WAR between the ORDER OF ORGANA and the EMPIRE has continued to escalate. The Empire has launched numerous attacks on systems governed by the Order. While General Leia has recovered and the Order continues to grow in size and support, the Empire remains unshakable under the military guidance of GRAND ADMIRAL THRAWN as well as with the reclamation of Commander KYLO REN.**

**Unwilling to restore her position as Senator, REY has resumed Jedi training under the legendary LUKE SKYWALKER. Accepting her as his Padawan, Luke has taught Rey more about the ways of the Light side of the Force, though he senses that part of her is still drawn towards the Dark.**

**Though she can no longer communicate with him through their Force Bond, sensing a mysterious block in the Force between them, Rey hopes to find BEN and bring him back towards the light...**


	2. Chapter 1: Seeds of War & Friendship

"Snap, are you picking that up?" Jess Testor asked over the intercom of her X-Wing. There was some muffled static. "Snap?"

"Yeah, I'm picking it up," he returned. "One—no, now _two."_

Jess continued to watch her ship's movement scanner. "What do you think they are? Other ships on transport to Zylion 4?"

"I don't know...they're not very big, it seems. I wouldn't worry about it, but make sure your shields are up. Just in case."

Jess double-checked her ship's security features. "They're up...look, should we just go into hyperspace until we're there?" She asked. Her felt the hair on the back of her neck raise as she saw the two dots on her scanners moving steadily closer.

"No, we're nearly there. We're so close, we'd risk crashing into the planet once we dropped out of it."

"_Woah,_ Snap, what's _that?" _Jess exclaimed, seeing a significantly larger third dot appear on the edge of her ship's scanner.

"_Stars, _I don't know, but I don't like it. Not one bit. Just...be prepared for anything," Snap said.

"They're _not_ heading towards the planet...they're heading for _us," _Jess said in confused amazement. Her heart beating rapidly in her chest, Jess tightened her grip on her steering wheel as she made sure the craft was cruising at maximum speed.

Suddenly, her ship's security scanners began beeping. "Snap, they've latched onto me! They're aiming—" Jess was cut off as she veered her ship to the side just as a bright green blast shot past. She knew that blast: it was from a TIE Fighter. She hurriedly positioned her ship's lower gun backwards, using her scanners to latch onto the TIE behind her. She shot once, missing, then shot again, nicking the TIE's side panel, but it didn't do any real damage.

"Jess, my engine's been hit!" Snap exclaimed over the intercom. "I can't—" The intercom suddenly went to static.

"_Snap!" _

The TIE behind Jess shot successively at her, and she steered her vessel away as best as she could. But Jess saw on her scanners that another TIE positioned itself next to the other behind her, presumably the one that had shot Snap's ship. Both TIEs were now shooting at her, and Jess heard the hum and echo of the metal structure of her X-Wing as their blasts made contact with the edges of the ship.

The X-Wing rocked violently as a blast made contact with the left side of her ship, and a light lit up on Jess's control panel, indicating severe engine damage. "_Dammit,"_ she cursed. She continued to shoot fruitlessly at the TIEs behind her as she began to lose control of her ship, the engine on her left sparking and sputtering. "Come _on!" _She yelled at her ship.

There was a crash to her right as the other engine was taken out completely, and her ship slowed to a stop, hovering in space. Jess watched as the two TIEs sped on either side of her, turning around and positioning themselves in front of her. She stared ahead at them, waiting anxiously for them to blast her ship to pieces, but they didn't. Her eyes dropped to the movement scanner below her, and her heart dropped in her chest as she realized that the large third vessel was just behind her.

The TIEs in front of her began to back away from her X-Wing, and a wide, dark shadow was suddenly cast over her ship. She looked up, seeing the open top of a black ship engulfing her own. _Oh, no…no..._

Jess sat helplessly in her ship as the large shuttle swallowed her own, her head flipping left and right as she found herself in a small but brightly-lit white hangar filled with Stormtroopers. They moved forward along with her X-Wing, their blasters trained on her pilot cockpit. The hangar doors ahead of of her clamped shut, and Jess gulped in a nervous breath as the hangar's gravity pulled her ship down to the floor.

The Stormtroopers were on her ship at once, prying open the top of her cockpit and dragging her out of her ship. "Let _go _of me!" She yelled angrily. They began dragging her out of the hangar towards a dark hallway, and Jess looked forlornly back at her ruined X-Wing, seeing the rest of the hangar empty and realizing that they hadn't taken in Snap's ship. "_No!" _She yelled, tears welling in her eyes. "Where _is_ he?" She asked the Stormtroopers around her in vain. "Where's Snap?"

"Shut up, Organa _scum," _one of troopers snapped.

Jess struggled futilely as they hauled her into a dark room, towards an uncomfortable looking metal chair. _Like the one Poe Dameron had described, _Jess remembered. _They're going to torture and kill me here._

The Stormtroopers strapped her to the chair and subsequently cleared out of the dim room, the door dropping behind them. In the ensuing silence, Jess strained against the tight clamps around her arms and legs, hoping that maybe, just _maybe,_ one of them wasn't fastened properly. But none of them would budge, and Jess grew still, her heart beating heavily as she awaited her grim fate.

Jess waited for what felt like an hour before the door to her small chamber suddenly lifted, and a tall, imposing figure in long black robes traipsed into the room. He stopped a few yards before Jess and and she saw that he wore a black and chrome mask underneath his hood, prompting her to realize who this was from other's descriptions: Kylo Ren. Formerly Ben Solo, Leia Organa's son.

Jess shivered in fear as she stared at the silent and terrifying figure before her. She felt a pressure building in her mind, and she stared back confusedly at the unreadable metal mask.

"Jess Testor. An Organa pilot heading to Zylion 4, on assignment to train a new legion of pilots," Ren said at last, his voice inhumanly deep through the mask's modulator.

_How did he know?_ She thought, and then she remembered that he could read minds. Her body grew cold with dread.

Kylo Ren took a heavy step towards her, his head tilting slightly. Jess felt greater pressure in her mind, and she winced.

"Where's Snap? Snap Wexley," she questioned nervously. _If I'm going to die, I might as well find out what happened to him._

Ren took another step forward, staring at her through his mask. "Your _friend_ is gone."

Jess shook her head in disbelief. "No..._no_…" A tear slid down her face before she felt Ren surge into her mind further. She stared at his gloved hand as he strained it out towards her head, sifting painfully through her thoughts. Jess winced and groaned as he pushed deeper.

"Where is the Organa faction producing new ship fleets?" He questioned, stepped even closer. His straining fingers were inches from her forehead. "_Where?"_

"I don't know!" She exclaimed, gasping for air. "I'm just a pilot, I'm not involved in production!"

She yelped in pain as the pressure built in her mind.

"It doesn't have to be like this. _Where _is it?" He demanded.

Jess hissed through her teeth, gripping the edge of the metal chair in an attempt to brace herself against the pain. "I don't _know!"_

Ren suddenly pulled out her mind, his hand lowering and his head shifting away, as if in thought. Jess breathed heavily, her head still throbbing in dull pain. "You know, you captured the wrong person. _Snap_ would have known," she hissed.

Ren's mask flashed back to face her, and he lifted his hand once again, breaking back into her mind. Jess struggled to breath against the pain as she felt him sift through more of her thoughts and memories. But she felt him bring up different ones this time.

"Leia...she's...alive…" Jess heard him murmur through the mask. She stared at his mask confusedly. "You've seen Rey…" he observed softly.

After a few long moments Ren released from her again, pacing away from her chair. She could hear his low, bothered breathing through his mask, and she grew more fearful as his arms raised at his sides, balling into fists. _This is the end,_ Jess thought. _I'm going to die at the hands of Leia's own son._

"No, you aren't," Ren said abruptly. Jess jolted, staring across at him in surprise.

"I'm not going to die?" She asked hopefully, her heart racing.

"I didn't say that," Ren said darkly, staring at her. Jess gulped. "Just not at my hands."

"No, _please—"_ she implored, her beseeching eyes following him as he swiftly left the room. She again attempted to shake out her chair, rattling the metal, but it was to no avail. Once again she was alone in the dark and silent room.

….

"Are you ready to try it out?"

Rey shaded her eyes against the bright sun, blinking across at Luke. She watched as he engaged his blue saber and took a defensive stance. Rey smiled, something she rarely did nowadays. "Yes, I'm ready."

Rey pulled her new lightsaber shaft off of the clip at her belt, holding the shiny metal before her. She switched it on, smiling again as the two brilliant yellow plasma blades ignited at both ends.

"That's a formidable weapon," Luke said admiringly. "And as shining as a ray of sun," he said, winking. "Tell me again, how did you decide you wanted a double-bladed saber?"

Rey's smile faded from her face as she remembered the truth. As she was reminded of _him._ "I...I told you, I used to fight with a staff on Jakku. So, it just makes sense," she said.

Luke moved towards her, his saber poised towards her, and Rey gripped her saber in preparation, holding it diagonally before her. Luke swung out at her, and Rey was quick to block him with one end of her saber, tilting it as she made an offensive swing of her own with the other end.

She focused on her footwork as she swung at Luke, who was smiling like a proud father as he dueled her. At one point Luke attempted to strike below her saber, and she blocked it swiftly, swinging her saber perpendicular to the ground as the bottom blade made contact with Luke's.

Luke stepped back, and Rey swung her saber overhead, bringing one side down powerfully onto the Jedi master's blue saber, the plasma hissing louder with the sudden contact. She swung her saber again at her side and then hit Luke's saber with immense force.

"That's very good," Luke said delightedly, lowering his saber after her hit. "You tend to do a lot of spinning for one of your fighting form, I've noticed," he remarked, rubbing his bearded chin.

Rey gave Luke a small smile, but she sighed, staring down at her saber. Memories of Ben's spinning, whip-lash fighting style flashed into her mind. His warm face flashed into her mind, and her mouth quivered.

"Rey?" Luke called, stepping closer to her.

Rey remembered Ben attaching a stick to the hilt of the blue saber on Drecenia. _I think you're meant to use a double-bladed lightsaber, _his words resurfaced in her memory. She sniffed, fighting back the flood of emotions that always remained tempered just below the surface.

She jolted as she felt Luke's hand on her shoulder, and she looked across at him, her eyes watery.

"Rey, you're not thinking of _him_ again, are you?" He asked.

Rey bit her lip, sniffling again. "I can't _not,_ Luke, you know that. There's always a part of him with me, I—I can't get rid of it," she said, her voice breaking.

"I know," he said calmly. "A Force Bond will do that. It will just take _time, _Rey, it's okay. You can _still_ be a Jedi," he said, looking at her encouragingly.

A glimmer lit up in Rey's eyes. "You think so?" She asked.

"I _know _so. You're strong, resilient. Attachments are natural, but unhealthy ones like this are only temporary," he said, rubbing her arm and sliding his hand away from her. "Maybe we should end our training for today. Is that okay?"

Rey nodded, brushing the stray hairs out of her face.

"Go spend some time with your friends, Rey," Luke said, heading back towards the main Organa base. "As you know, they're the best medicine."

Rey waited a few moments in the large forest clearing after she watched Luke leave. She looked up at the blue sky, shading her eyes against the sun again. _Where are you, now?_ She wondered. A small part of her still held onto the hope that Ben would one day answer back. _Do you even still think of me?_

…_._

Later that afternoon, Rey was working on all fours in the colorful garden behind the small house that had been designated to her. She had taken up gardening to pass her free time and to help clear her mind. Leia even had pilots bring back new flowering seeds from other planets for her to try and plant sometimes.

"Rey! You'll never guess what happened!" She heard Finn exclaim as he bounded into the garden behind her.

Rey turned around, lifting to her knees as she smiled back at her friend. "Hey, Finn! What is it?" She asked. "_Hey—_be careful of those!" She cautioned, pointing to the patch of yellow and blue flowers that Finn had nearly trampled.

"Oh—sorry," he said, making a wide berth around them.

Rey stood, dusting off her pants with her gloves as Finn approached. "She said yes!" He said.

"Oh, that's fantastic, Finn!" Rey exclaimed, spreading her arms wide and hugging him tightly. She released from him, smiling brightly and raising an eyebrow. "It's so good to see you! _So,_ when's your first date?" She asked.

"I—I don't know. I mean, I haven't gotten that far yet. I just was excited that she said 'yes,'" he said, his brows furrowing.

"You mean, you asked Jess out and you didn't even make _plans?"_ Rey asked, laughing.

"Well, I mean, I only saw her for a short time, on the fuel station we decided to meet at. I was heading here, of course, and she was heading to another planet, to do training with some new pilots. We didn't have a lot of time to make _plans."_

"Ah, I see," Rey said, nodding. "When will she be back?"

"In about a week, she said she only needed to be on Zylion 4 for a few days," Finn said, rubbing his arm. He gestured towards Rey. "I know it's only been a few weeks since I've seen you, but it feels like it's been forever. How are you?"

"I've been good, just continuing training with Luke. He's been great."

"And _Poe?" _Finn asked, raising an eyebrow.

Rey frowned. "Finn, you I don't feel that way about him. And you _know _romantic attachments are forbidden for Jedi."

"I know, I'm just kidding..." he said, his gaze turning serious for a moment. Rey sensed that he feared he had brought up a sore subject, and she smiled to reassure him. He then returned her smile, playfully knocking his fist into her arm. "That's why _I'm_ not a Jedi. Sucks for Poe, though," he said, chuckling.

"Ah, he doesn't even like me like that," Rey said, rolling her eyes.

Finn raised his eyebrows. "Of course he does," he said. "I mean, _you've _seen the way he looks at you," he added.

Rey shifted her gaze uncomfortably, unsure of what to say. Finn was right; there was always an obvious affection in Poe's gaze. Wanting to change the subject, Rey glanced back at the unburied pack of seeds behind her, and then turned back to Finn. "Care to help?" She asked, gesturing to the seeds.

"Sure," he said with a warm smile. "Is this, like, a friendship garden?" He asked.

Rey laughed, kneeling down, and Finn followed suit. "Sure, it can be," she said, continuing to laugh as they began planting the seeds.

* * *

><p><em>It's nice to have our original two best friends back together again, but it looks like Finn's love interest is in grave trouble. Same with Rey's! Has Ben been reverted back into Kylo Ren? Why can't he communicate with Rey, and why can't he sense his family? Will he ever return Rey's telepathic calls? Looks like something else is at play here. Or someone else. Thank you for reading!<em>

_Bonus: Yes, Allan will be coming back into the story, don't worry :) I've always had plans for him. Important plans, may I add._


	3. Chapter 2: Meeting & Meditation

Luke groaned as he leaned over the large, empty hologram desk, his mind swirling with thoughts and memories. _It's times like these I wished I had another Jedi to consult, _he thought, reflecting on his old masters, Obi-Wan and Yoda. Luke shook his head dejectedly. He rose as he sensed someone approaching, slowly turning around at their entrance into the panel room.

"Leia," he greeted, giving his sister a weary smile. She smiled back, and he embraced her as she approached. He held her in his arms as she began speaking.

"What bothers you now, Luke? I sense it," she said, pulling away from him.

"Isn't something _always_ bothering me? Us?" He asked teasingly, but she looked back at him with marked seriousness. Luke sighed heavily, his gaze drifting away. "It's Rey. She froze up again today, during training. She hasn't had an...an _episode_ for quite some time, I thought maybe she'd finally gotten over it, but…" he trailed, shaking his head.

Leia's mouth became a tight line. "Luke, did you really expect her to get over him so completely? So soon? It's only been a matter of months," she said earnestly.

"Alright, I know, I just...I thought that she would just get over their little—their _flirtation, _whatever it was. I expected her to be able to look ahead and realize her _true _destiny, to become a Jedi," Luke said, searching his sister's wise eyes. "I mean, especially with all of the options she has _here_—" he said, gesturing around him— "If she really wanted a _boyfriend,_ I just don't see how _he_ could even be a distraction for her."

Leia's gaze dropped to the floor, her brows knitting together in evident pain.

"_You _know what I mean, Leia," Luke said gently.

She met his gaze again, her chin lifting as she spoke. "You forget that _he _is the son of Han Solo. And if he's anything like his father, which I know he _is,_ you sorely underestimate him. To whatever extent, appeal is in his _genes," _she said resolutely.

Luke shifted his weight, rolling his eyes. "Yeah, alright. Who am I to doubt the charm of a Solo?"

Leia smiled to herself. It appeared for a moment as if she were about to laugh, though no sound escaped her mouth. Luke sighed as he watched her, wishing he could hear her laugh once again. He couldn't remember the last time she had been carefree enough to laugh.

"Has it been...better, since you've seen him? I mean, besides him hurting you, has it been easier?" Luke asked tenderly.

Leia appeared offended. "Luke, for the last time, I told you _Ben_ didn't hurt me. It was Darth Plagueis, _Snoke,"_ she urged, stepping closer to her brother. "I _heard_ his voice in Ben's head. You know he's always been there, has always been poisoning my son's thoughts…" she shivered slightly as her gaze shifted away. She blinked hard, and then looked back up at Luke, warmth returning to her face. "But yes, it has gotten a bit easier. Especially since he showed me the truth of Han's death."

"Of course," Luke said, nodding.

"But, as I've said, Luke, I feel like I can't _sense_ Ben anymore...I know you've said you can't either, and it scares me," she said, shivering again. She looked solemnly into Luke's eyes. "But I _have _to believe he's alive, that he's out there somewhere...he has to be, since Rey can still sense him through their bond. But _oh,_ Luke, when Ben came to me, I saw...there's so..._so_ much of his father in him. He was so handsome, it took my breath away," Leia said, her voice distant.

She pressed her hands together, as if remembering her son's touch. "Yet there was so much pain in his eyes, such _grief,_ it broke my heart. It still does. I've never seen someone so troubled, so conflicted," she said, shaking her head dejectedly. Her mouth quivered as she continued to reflect, looking down at the ground for a few moments.

Luke saw a small light develop in her eyes as she looked back up at him again. "But there's something I didn't tell you, Luke. There was something _else_ in his eyes. The light, it _was_ there, I saw it in his thoughts, I felt it so _strongly _when I saw his thoughts in my head," she said, her voice lifting slightly.

Luke leaned forward, listening intently. "What do you mean?" What haven't you told me?"

"Luke, my boy is _sick_ with love. He's infatuated with, completely _smitten _with Rey," Leia said, her eyes glistening.

Luke stepped back from Leia, furrowing his brows. "Leia, you're mistaken...he was only trying to seduce her to the Dark side. He doesn't _love _her. _Trust_ me, I've read the tales of the Old Republic, there are all _sorts_ of methods and devious ways to try and persuade Jedi to the side of the Dark—"

"_No,_ Luke, I know what I saw," Leia corrected, shaking her head. "Ben wanted to teach her, yes. But he wanted to let Rey _choose_ her own path with the Force, whether that be on the side of the Dark _or_ the Light. But don't doubt me when I say that he'd do anything for her. Just because you haven't fallen in love with anyone yourself—"

"That doesn't mean I don't know what love _is,"_ Luke interrupted, but his voice was not harsh. "I _know_ love. And I would do anything for my _family. _That now includes Rey."

Leia's face contorted. "Don't forget that your family also includes your _nephew,_ no matter how 'lost' you think he is," she said, pointing a finger at him. "I know you fought with him when he returned here, but when he came to see me, there was _so_ much light in him. He isn't lost from us yet. I know you sensed it too, Brother," she said, searching his eyes. "And from what I've seen, I daresay that Rey is as in love with Ben as he is with her."

Luke frowned, opening his mouth to protest, but he was cut off by the sound of approaching footsteps. He and Leia turned around in the otherwise empty room as a military commander marched in through the wide doorway.

"Luke, Leia," the commander said, bowing slightly, "we have just received word from Zylion 4—it's urgent."

Luke and his sister exchanged solemn glances, knowing they would have to continue the dispute another day.

….

"Hey, guys!"

Rey and Finn turned around on their hands and knees to see Poe Dameron traipsing carefully through the garden toward them. He wore his orange pilot's uniform, the color nearly matching the orangish hues of the evening sky.

"Hey, Poe!" Finn exclaimed, jumping up to embrace his friend. He simultaneously kicked dirt into Rey's face as he lept up, and she sputtered, wiping the dirt from her mouth as she raised up.

"_Finn!"_ She complained.

He turned around, seeing her wiping the dark soot from her face. "Oh, _sorry, _Rey," he said.

"Good to see you, Buddy! It's been a little while," Poe said, patting Finn's arm with a bright smile. The pilot turned around, his gaze settling on Rey. "And the little desert flower in her garden, as usual," Poe said.

"Hello, Poe," she said, smiling back at him.

He took a step towards her, studying her face with a smile. "What, did Finn try to bury you with the plants?" He asked, chuckling.

Rey wiped at her mouth again, feeling more dirt on her fingers. "Apparently," she said.

Poe smiled again as his gaze lingered. He turned around to face Finn. "I hope you had a good time patrolling out there. But, Buddy, we need you in the panel room ASAP," he said. He placed a hand on Finn's shoulder, seeming to drop his voice to prevent Rey from hearing. "It's important."

"What's important?" Rey asked, leaning towards the two.

Poe looked back at her, his eyes squinting slightly. "There's...it's just a pilot's meeting we need to go to," he said. "Nothing that important, actually."

Rey dusted the dirt off of her pants, looking back at Poe skeptically. "Okay," she said, sensing his lie.

Poe looked between Finn and Rey, and he smiled briefly back at her. "We'll see you later, then," he said.

Rey waved them off as they turned and headed back through her quaint house towards the base. She turned around and got back on her hands and knees, finishing burying the flower seeds in the dimming light of the setting sun as she thought about what their secretive meeting could be about.

A half hour later, Rey sat down at her small kitchen table, placing a tea bag into her cup of hot water. She stared down into the cup, watching as the dark tendrils swirled out from the tea bag, spreading outwards until the liquid was no longer clear. Rey traced her finger along the top of the water, wondering what kind of meeting would be held in the military panel room. It was a place that was usually saved for the most formal of strategizing meetings.

Her eyes raising up from her cup, Rey was sure that this was no ordinary meeting at all. And Poe had wanted to leave her out of it.

Carrying her tea cup with her, Rey sipped from it as she headed out of her house and towards the base.

As she eventually made it to the wide hallway that connected to the panel room, Rey crept quietly along the wall. She began to hear many different voices in the room ahead. She walked silently forward and leaned against the wall by the room. The large doors were only cracked open, and she strained to listen to the voices within.

"So we know they've been shot down?" Rey heard Admiral Ackbar ask.

"I'm sorry to break this to all of you," Rey heard Luke say, his voice grim, "but Snap Wexley's ship crashed on Zylion 4, just outside of the planet's main port city."

There were various murmurs and sighs.

"What about Jess? What happened to her?" Finn asked worriedly.

"Jess's ship was not found," Luke answered.

Rey leaned closer to the door, determined not to miss any of the conversation. She heard more sighs and disappointed moans emanating from various people.

"Then how do we know they have Jess?" Finn asked, his voice raised. "What if she escaped?"

"You know we would have heard from her. The communication with Jess's ship is still functional, as our transmission calls have gone through to it, but there has been no answer from her side," one of the military commanders said. "That, and we can still track the whereabouts of her ship, which appears to still be moving. This leads us to believe that her ship has been taken aboard an enemy vessel."

"This is in line with the reports of TIE fighters and a black transport shuttle spotted by a freight ship in the area," Luke confirmed.

"Then how do we get her back? What's our plan?" Finn asked desperately.

"I am deeply sorry, but she may already be lost to us, Finn," Leia said gently.

"Well, she may be under interrogation," Poe piped up. "But if it's the Empire, which I'm sure it is, they'll only keep you alive as long as they can get information out of you." He paused for a few moments before continuing. "Then again, the reason I'm here with all of you today is because of Finn, he saved me...So, I propose we send out a group to see if we can get her back." There were muffled sounds in agreement.

"No one else need die," Luke said. "It's too dangerous. Poe, you know how risky this would be."

"I do," Poe agreed. "It's a risk I'm willing to take. And I think it's a danger that most of us are willing to face to save our friend."

"I'm in," Finn said forcefully, and various others sounded in agreement.

"I cannot allow it," Luke said, disgruntled.

"I agree with Master Skywalker," Admiral Ackbar acceded. "We cannot risk losing some of our best pilots."

"And Jess is one of them," Poe said. "Listen, if we can manage to catch that shuttle before it meets up with the _Finalizer _star destroyer, or whatever Empire base it's headed to, we have a big enough fleet here to take it over," he said.

"And if Kylo Ren is aboard?" One of the commanders questioned. "What then?"

Rey heard nervous murmurs and an apprehensive sound emanated from Chewbacca.

"He's just one person, one obstacle in our way," Poe said. "And it's not like he's won all of the battles he's lead against our other bases. With a big enough fleet, I don't see why we couldn't overwhelm him. Besides, maybe he still has BB-8. I _want _my droid back."

"You seem to have forgotten the rumors we've heard previously, Poe," Luke said darkly. "He's powerful. You have personal experience of what he can do."

"I don't care if he's a Sith," Poe protested. "Hell, he could be Darth Plagueis himself. We've still got to _try."_

Rey nearly dropped her cup as she heard Poe's words. _Ben, a Sith? _she thought, taken aback. _Ben couldn't be a Sith. The rumors are false. _She heard a mix of voices as people began to fall into dispute. After a few minutes, she heard Luke's voice rise above the others.

"No," he said, and everyone grew quiet. "And that is my final answer. It is simply _too dangerous."_

The people began to talk amongst themselves again, and Rey began tiptoeing backwards as she heard footsteps nearing the door. Rey's eyes widened as the door opened and Leia slipped through, closing the it behind her. Leia's eyebrows rose as she saw Rey, and she stepped towards her.

"I thought I sensed you nearby," she said, giving Rey a small smile. "How much of that did you hear?"

"Enough," Rey said, watching Leia carefully.

Leia placed a hand on Rey's arm. "Let's leave, before they see you here. Luke didn't want to worry you with all of this," she said, leading Rey out of the hall.

"You mean, he didn't want me to hear about _Ben._ To be reminded of him," Rey said, her voice dropping.

Leia sighed. "I'm sure that's part of it."

As they entered the front entrance of the base, the moonlight shining through the large entry windows, Rey turned to face Leia. "What do you think they're going to do?" Rey asked.

Leia shrugged, sighing. "You heard Luke," she said. Her eyes then narrowed as she gazed at Rey, a small smile forming on her mouth.

Rey watched Leia carefully. "Do you think Poe, Finn, the other pilots—do you think they'll try to rescue Jess and BB-8 anyways?" She asked.

"_You_ know your friends," Leia said, her smile turning sly. "And I know _you."_

Rey blinked, surprised at the Leia's keen insight. She was about to smile, but her face dropped as she remembered Poe's words about Ben. "Leia, do you think...do you really believe Ben could have turned completely to the Dark side?" She asked.

Leia stepped closer to Rey, studying her face. "My dear, I don't think I need to answer that question for you. You already _know_ the answer. Don't you still feel him through your bond?" Rey nodded. "As you know, I was never trained as a Jedi. But I've always sensed the Force, and I know you have too. It has guided both of us through our lives. Whatever you feel, whatever you sense through your bond with my son, _that _is the truth. I wouldn't listen to what anyone else says." She smiled, placing her hand on Rey's cheek in a motherly gesture.

She then turned to head back down the hallway, but stopped, looking back at Rey. "And if you _were_ to decide to go against Luke's decision...well, Maz could perhaps help with supplying you a ship to bring the others home in," she said, and walked away. Rey was left wondering if by 'the others' Leia did not just mean Jess and BB-8, but also Ben himself.

….

The room was empty and dark where Kylo Ren sat, attempting to meditate and focus his Force energy. His mask off, he leaned his head forward into his hands as stared at the ground below. He didn't meditate as often as he once had; now, he usually grew too restless to concentrate for very long. There was always something tugging at the edges of his consciousness, a lingering but distant presence.

Kylo had developed a growing attitude of nihilism over the past months, taking in orders blindly from Grand Admiral Thrawn, some of which were passed down from Snoke. The Supreme Leader himself hadn't bothered to come to Kylo in the flesh again after putting him through the final stage of his training four months ago; now, Snoke only appeared to him through a hologram, and even that was rare.

Kylo knew that he was being used as a weapon again, a mere attack animal, but he went along with it. The "reconditioning" he had been put through months ago, as Thrawn had called it, had consisted mainly of a long series of painful torture methods, psychological oppression, and emotional dissociation from his past, though Kylo didn't consciously remember most of what Thrawn had put him through. Again, Kylo's real name had been banned within the Empire, and he was surprised how difficult it had been to bring himself to pick his false name back up.

But he _did_ remember, deep in the archives of his mind, that this was all for Rey, the girl, the light that he seemed to have last seen so very long ago. Kylo remembered that as long he dissociated from her, and as long as she stayed away from him, she would remain out of reach of Snoke. She would remain where she belonged, protected by the Order of Organa.

In the various small-scale battles he had directed in the past few months against the Order, Kylo was strategic in his maneuvers, in his direction of the ill-fated Stormtroopers: though he sorely hated losing, some battles he purposefully lost, and others he won in order to keep both Thrawn and Snoke under the impression that he was completely reconditioned and molded to their will.

But sometimes while he was completely alone, such as now, Kylo wondered if he actually _was_. He even wondered at times if that light in his life that had been _Rey_ had merely been a dream, a hallucination he dreamt up as a coping mechanism under Thrawn's torture and mental manipulation. Had she ever actually been _real?_ As time passed, Kylo was increasingly unsure.

He felt so disjointed from his own emotions, from reality, from his own sense of _self_ that he wondered if he were becoming the unfeeling machine that Thrawn and Snoke treated him as. Kylo had little respite from the militant lifestyle he had been forced to lead.

However, there _was_ something that halted his emotional depravity and the nagging idea that Rey had been an invention of his mind.

As he sat in the silent meditation chamber, Kylo suddenly jolted as he heard familiar beeping from the other side of the door. He flicked his hand upward, and the chamber door lifted, revealing BB-8. The droid beeped in greeting as it rolled towards Kylo, the door dropping behind it.

After Kylo's capture six months ago, the Stormtroopers had fruitlessly searched the stubborn droid for information about the Order of Organa. Kylo had ordered them from destroying it, deciding to keep it for his own use after his reconditioning. He kept the droid because it had once been with Rey, and it served as a reminder, a testament to him that Rey _wasn't_ someone he just had made up, that she was real, that the presence he sensed in his very core was _her. _Kylo had even gotten the droid to tell him some stories of its time with Rey.

Kylo gave BB-8 free reign of the command shuttle, and it ambled about the vessel at its own leisure, usually stirring up trouble. Though the droid had vehemently detested him at first, accusing him of kidnapping and shocking his leg regularly, the droid had slowly grown to tolerate him, as he treated it well.

"What do you want?" Kylo asked the droid as it rolled into his meditation room.

BB-8 beeped in succession.

"That's none of your business," Kylo responded. He watched the droid as its small head dropped. It lifted its head slightly, looking back up at him quickly before dropping its head even lower, releasing a small dejected sound.

"I can't let you talk to her," Kylo said.

BB-8 whined out a response, raising its head.

"That pilot is an _enemy_ to the Empire, so _no,_ we will not let her go," Kylo responded. "She has to be executed."

The droid shook in protest before rolling forward, silently staring up at him as it wavered in place.

"What?" Kylo asked, impatient.

BB-8 tilted its head and bleeped slyly.

Kylo shifted his jaw as he looked away from the droid, not wanting it to read his expression. But the droid knew him well, and it continued to press on in its line of persuasion. Kylo glanced back at BB-8, and the droid tilted its head slightly, waiting for his response.

Kylo sighed heavily, rubbing his temples with his hands. _What has my life come to? _He thought. His only form of civil social interaction was with a _droid,_ yet as much as he hated admitting it to himself, he had developed a foolish attachment to it. It was the closest thing he had to a friend.

Kylo frowned down at the robot, irked by its consistent ability to manipulate and persuade him. "I'm not going to make any promises," Kylo finally said, and BB-8 beeped happily. From very early on, the droid had been able to figure out his weaknesses. Despite Kylo's indefinite answer, it knew that he had caved.

BB-8 rolled forward and bumped against Kylo's shin, beeping.

"Not now. Later," Kylo said, pushing BB-8 away, and it rolled backwards. He rose from his seat, glancing down at BB-8 as he began making his way out of the room, not bothering to put his mask back on.

Kylo no longer minded if his inferiors saw his face; they still shriveled in fear from him, knowing his power. He felt that he had an imposing enough appearance, especially with the scar that Rey had given him.

The droid rolled after Kylo as he stalked down the hallway of his ship to check in on the pilot's quarters. Despite the fact that there were commanders who manned the vessel, the pilot in him compelled Kylo to remain at the helm and oversee the ship's controls.

* * *

><p>Sorry this one took a while to finish! I'll be churning out the next few chapters in a more timely manner. I'm excited to bring more of BB-8 into this story. I mean he's so cute, how could I not? Thanks for reading Padawans, and thanks for your patience!<p> 


	4. Chapter 3: Covert Plans

As usual, Rey got up early the next morning and trained with Luke until the early afternoon. Since Luke had taken her the previous month to extract her own Kyber crystal and had shown her how to construct her lightsaber around it, the majority of the day's training session was spent dueling with the sabers.

At the end of the day's training, when both Luke and Rey were heaving for breath and covered in sweat, Luke disengaged his saber and nodded towards her.

"You're a natural with that. A talented fighter. You know, I remember your grandfather had told me he'd dueled with a staff before. I guess that form of fighting is in your genes," he said, smiling admiringly at her.

Rey smiled back, eyeing the glowing yellow ends of her saber.

She loved hearing Luke's stories of Ben Kenobi, even though his time with him had been so brief. She wished Luke had as much to say of her own parents, about which he had told her surprisingly little. She knew her father had been a Jedi and a skilled pilot, and had fought alongside Kes Dameron, Poe's father. But Luke didn't ever seem to have much to say about her mother.

"Your parents and grandfather would be proud of you, Rey," Luke said. "You were born to be a Jedi."

Rey laughed softly. "We'll see," she said, she said, her smile fading as she hoped he wouldn't be too disappointed when he found out she would be sneaking off the planet to try and save Jess and BB-8. She disengaged her saber as she followed Luke out of the forest clearing.

….

After she had taken a quick shower at her house, Rey changed into her grey vest, arm wraps, and pants, the same clothes she'd worn when she'd first gone to see Luke. After quickly fixing her hair into her usual three buns, she headed straight for the main Organa base to search for Poe and Finn.

She searched behind the base where the pilots' accommodations were, but she didn't see either of them. _Have they already left?_ She wondered, suddenly alarmed.

She came to the base's large tarmac, and she jogged along the middle of the lines of the X-wing starfighters. Rey tried to repress the memory of when she'd been running after Ben many months ago, as he'd lifted up from the tarmac in Poe's X-wing along with BB-8.

As she reached the middle of the tarmac, she saw the familiar form of a brown-haired man crouched under an X-wing a few yards ahead of her. "Poe!" She called, jogging towards him.

He turned and rose out from under the ship, smiling brightly at her as she approached. "Rey," He greeted, wiping the grease and soot from his face. "Where's the fire?" He teased, chuckling at her haste.

"Poe, I need to talk to you—" she began, looking around them to make sure they were alone. "I know about Jess, that she was captured by the Empire."

Poe raised his eyebrows. "How...did you—"

"I listened in on the meeting last night," Rey interrupted. "I heard everything. You and Finn planning on going to rescue her, right?" She asked, lowering her voice.

Poe's brows rose again as he studied her face, clearly taken aback. "Well...yeah," he admitted, craning his head.

"You need to fill me in, I'm coming with you," Rey said matter-of-factly.

"Rey, it's too dangerous," he said, shaking his head. "We're taking a small squadron out, but—_you_ need to stay here_,_ to train with Luke."

Rey shook her head. "I'm not letting you and Finn go without me. I'm a _Jedi,_ Poe, I can help if there's trouble."

Poe shook his head again, looking at her concernedly. "It's way too much of a risk, Rey, I can't let you be put in danger like that."

"I can handle myself just _fine,"_ Rey said defensively, exasperated at people always wanting to protect her. "You don't need to worry about me. I can protect myself," she said, gesturing down to the lightsaber hilt at her belt.

Poe's eyes remained on the hilt of her saber as he seemed to consider. He sighed, his eyes raising to hers, and Rey sensed that he didn't want to argue with her. They both turned as they heard approaching footsteps. Rey smiled as she saw Finn approaching, but he looked serious, and she knew he was worried about Jess.

"What's going on?" Finn asked, raising his eyebrows as he looked between them.

"Rey knows everything," Poe said to Finn as he joined them, throwing his hands into the air. "She overhead the meeting last night."

Finn raised his eyebrows as he turned to Rey. "You did?" He smiled briefly at her. "You _sneaky_ Jedi," he teased, knocking her in the arm.

Rey cleared her throat, looking between the two of them. "I talked to Leia last night, after the meeting," she said, and the two men's heads perked up.

"What? About _this?"_ Finn asked, confused.

"Leia guessed what you and the other pilots were going to do, that you wouldn't listen to Luke. She advised us to visit Maz, she could lend us a larger ship."

Poe raised his eyebrows, folding his arms as he thought. "I guess we'd have to, to bring Jess home. The only freight ships we have here are much slower than a one-manned X-wing. But...that means we'd have to leave here _much _sooner."

"When were you planning on leaving?" Rey asked, keeping her voice quiet as she glanced around them.

Poe hesitated, and Rey she grew impatient, considering breaking into his mind to get out the answer.

"Tonight," Finn answered for him.

Poe stared at Rey a moment, his face dropping slightly. "But if we're making a detour to Takodana, we need to leave well before then—within the next few hours."

Rey thought for a moment. "What if we all split up?" The men appeared confused at her suggestion. "No, really, think about it: some of us can go ahead in the X-wings to find the Empire shuttle, and the other half can go to Takodana to get the freight ship and then meet up with the others."

Finn nodded. "It makes sense," he said, rubbing his face as he thought. "It'll probably take some time to find the shuttle anyways, since we can't track Jess's ship anymore. The people on the shuttle either destroyed its tracking system or the ship itself," he said, his voice wavering. He lowered his head slightly in obvious dejection, and Rey rubbed his shoulder reassuringly.

"If we're doing that, I'll lead the group of pilots to the Empire shuttle, I expect we'll run into trouble with those two TIEs that were spotted with it," Poe said. "You two can take the other group to Takodana."

Rey straightened, her brows furrowing as she looked up at Poe. "I'll go with you, with the group heading to the Empire shuttle," she protested.

Poe shook his head. "Rey, I'm not letting you do that," he said, concern in his voice.

"It's not _your _choice to make, Poe," she said firmly. "Besides, you'll need me to track down the shuttle. You forget that I can sense—" she cut herself off, unsure of whether to say 'Kylo Ren' or Ben's real name.

Poe sighed, tilting his head as his gaze dropped to the ground for a few moments. "You're right," he said, nodding, his eyes rising back up to meet hers. "I guess I can't make you stay, can I?" He asked with a pensive half-smile.

Rey shook her head slowly. She then turned to Finn, who had grown quiet. She sensed his distress over Jess, and she moved towards him, wrapping her arms around him in an attempt to comfort him. He sighed as he accepted her hug.

"It's okay, Finn. We'll _find_ her, I promise," Rey said. As she pulled away, she turned her eyes back to Poe's. "We'll find BB-8 too," she said determinedly. Poe didn't tend to show much emotion over the loss of his droid and friend, but Rey knew he was still upset. "We'll get them _both_ back," she said, but her voice wavered slightly as she couldn't help but wonder if she would be able to bring Ben home as well.

Poe nodded solemnly, biting his lip. "I need to tell the others," he said, beginning to walk away. "I'll see you both back here in a few hours."

"We'll see you then," Rey said, turning back to comfort Finn. She turned back over her shoulder as she heard Poe calling back to her.

"Rey, you can you fly one of these, right?" He asked as he walked backwards, gesturing towards the X-wings lined on either side of him.

Rey narrowed her eyes, giving him a soft smile as she reflected. _If Ben had been able to fly an X-wing, then I should be able to, since our skills seem to transfer through our Force bond, _she thought. "I can fly anything," Rey called back to him, raising her head, and Poe smiled across at her, beaming.

….

Rey sat at the table across from Finn in her small house, trying to clear her mind and calm herself. _What if we don't make it in time to save Jess?_ She worried. She looked across at Finn, who was staring solemnly through the window at their side. _What if we do?_

Rey's thoughts shifted back to Ben, remembering the first kiss they'd shared by the fire in their makeshift house on Drecenia. Her hand instinctively rose her to mouth as she remembered the feeling of his lips on hers, soft and inviting. She traced her finger over her lower lip as the memories flooded back to her. _What if I run into him?_

Rey thought of Leia last night, how she'd assumed that Rey would want to go with Finn and Poe to rescue Jess and BB-8. Remembering the knowing smile on Leia's face, she realized that Leia knew she would want to go with them not just for Jess and BB-8, but for the potential to reunite with Ben.

"Are you worried?" Finn asked, studying her face. Rey jolted, having been lost in her thoughts, and she sighed.

"Yes, but not for reasons that you'd think," she admitted. He nodded, catching her drift. Rey always felt that Finn was the only one she could ever confide her secrets in. Though Leia was understanding and treated her nearly as a daughter, Rey always refrained from revealing very much about her time with Ben, afraid Leia would repeat her stories to Luke. Rey worried that if Luke realized how emotionally attached she was to Ben, he would give up training her as a Jedi.

"I know you can't communicate with him, but you still sense him, don't you?" Finn asked.

Rey nodded. "I do. I always sense him. I feel that he's very far away now, but...his presence is always with me," she said.

"Do you sense...do you think he could be—" Finn began.

"A Sith?" Rey answered, and Finn lowered his brows, nodding slowly.

Rey shifted her gaze, taking in a deep breath through her nose. She closed her eyes, feeling the Force around and within her, latching onto Ben's presence that always remained a part of her. The connection she sensed from his end felt distinctly heavy, and had felt increasingly so over the past few months. Yet there was something else there, a slight otherness, a lightness. Just as she herself always felt a pull to the Dark through her connection to Ben, Rey knew that he conversely always felt a pull to the Light through his connection with her.

Rey opened her eyes, meeting Finn's. "I don't," she finally said, her voice firm. "I know you don't understand, but there is light in him...there always will be."

"But what will happen if you find him?" Finn asked, raising an eyebrow in wary concern.

Realizing it was nearing their time to meet Poe and the other pilots back at the tarmac, Rey rose from the small table. She met Finn's nervous eyes with assurity. "I _will_ find him," she concluded. "And I'll bring him back home with the others."

Finn's eyes dropped from hers as his mouth formed a flat, dissenting line.

….

Tense and exasperated, Kylo stood in the pouring rain, his boots sinking into the thick mud below. He sensed his Knights standing around him at the ready, waiting for any other signs of danger. He did not sense Nodin, and a faint sense of relief flooded through him.

Through the dark screen of the mask, Kylo's heart skipped a beat as he saw Rey standing across from him, her eyes wide as she stared back. She was shivering, whether from the cold or from fear, Kylo was not sure.

Suddenly, a body rose from the ground between them, and Rey stumbled to the ground. The man was poised to strike Rey, his mallet raised over his head, but Kylo leapt forward, simultaneously grabbing the man's wrist and shoving his saber through the center of his back. Kylo watched as the man dropped to the ground. His face swivelled back to Rey, who had risen to her feet. She remained in place before him, frozen in obvious horror.

_Rey,_ Kylo urged, moving towards her with purpose, but Rey quickly retreated. His boots sloshed heavily through the mud as he pursued her, confused by her distrust. _Rey!_

There was a crashing sound, and Kylo was no longer in the rain. He was swirling in a dark grey haze, being pulled away from Rey, and he tried to reach out for her, to protect her. The crashing sounded again.

Kylo jolted awake in his bed, sweat streaming down from his hairline as he panted to catch his breath. He pressed a hand to his head, sliding away the hair that stuck to his slick forehead.

He jolted again again the sound of a metallic _thud_ against his chamber door, and he sighed in relief, realizing that BB-8 was rolling against his door to wake him up. Kylo motioned his hand upwards and the door lifted with the force.

BB-8 rolled quickly to his bedside, bleeping hastily.

"A transmission?" Kylo asked, rubbing his heavy eyelids. "From who?"

The droid beeped in response.

Kylo sighed. "_Great." _He got out of his bed and pulled a shirt on before making his way to the front of the ship to answer the transmission, BB-8 following closely behind.

As he entered the pilot's section of the ship, the several commanders at the control board silently bowed their heads towards him before speeding out of the room. Kylo moved forward to the controls and switched the ship's transmission intercom on. Grand Admiral Thrawn began speaking without any form of greeting."Ren, what have you gotten from the Organa pilot?"

Kylo flinched at the sound of his former last name. He scowled down at the intercom. "Nothing. She is not informed of the Order's methods of production," he answered.

"_Nothing?"_ Admiral Thrawn sighed. "That is unfortunate, for her sake," he said in his usual calm, accented voice. "Bring her to the base at Quarus for further interrogation. We may come up with other information to extract from her. She is not to be executed just yet."

"That was my plan," Kylo said. "We have discarded her X-wing, there are tracking devices in its system."

"Good," Thrawn said. "I shall reach Quarus in a week's time, though I expect you should be reaching the planet within the next day or two."

"Yes," Kylo answered.

"Until then," Thrawn said, and cut off the transmission.

BB-8 wavered in place at Kylo's side, bleeping nervously. Kylo looked down at the droid.

"We have to bring her to Quarus," he told the droid. "We can't 'just let her go.'"

BB-8 beeped and trilled in response, circling to the front of Kylo.

"Then we will have to plan for her release on the planet. If we let her go from our shuttle, it will be too obvious that she was allowed to escape. For your sake and mine, we have to take her there," Kylo answered.

The droid beeped and rolled forward, gently bumping into Kylo's shins as it stared up at him. Kylo looked away, trying not to allow it to persuade him. He backed away from the droid before looking at it again. "Fine," he muttered.

BB-8 beeped in delight, and it followed Kylo as he headed towards the interrogation chamber. Before he opened to the door to the chamber, however, he hesitated, debating going back to his room to get his mask. BB-8 bleeped questioningly, and Kylo glanced down at him. "Stay out here," he told the droid, but his tone was gentle.

Grinding his jaw, Kylo was apprehensive to approach the prisoner without his mask. As he lifted the door with the Force, he moved casually into the room, meeting the wary, enervated eyes of Jess Testor.

Jess shrunk back further into the metal chair as she studied his face. She opened her mouth to speak, but no words came out. Both of them knew that she didn't need to speak for him to know what she was thinking.

Kylo's eyes drifted from hers as he moved to the side of her chair.

She shivered as he neared her, and Kylo read in her thoughts that she assumed he was approaching to finish her off. She craned her face away from him.

"Please, I _swear,_ I don't know anything—"

"I know," Kylo said flatly, leaning down. He pressed a switch on the side of the chair and her restraints immediately popped open.

Jess remained frozen in place, staring at him in shock as he backed away from the chair. "Wha—_what?"_ She asked, cautiously leaning her head forward.

"You don't have to stay in the chair," Kylo said, careful to keep his voice stony. "Follow me." He moved to the open door of the chamber, waiting.

Jess stared a him a moment longer before moving, not trusting him in the slightest. "W-where are we going?" She asked shakily. She slowly peeled herself from the chair, standing in front of it as she stared across at him apprehensively.

"Follow me, or I'll have you strapped back into that thing," Kylo threatened, and he turned out of the room. He looked back over his shoulder and saw Jess slowly turning out of the room, her eyes dropping at the sound of beeping at her feet.

"BB-8?!" She exclaimed, and she leaned down, placing her hands on the droid as it bleeped happily.

Kylo turned towards Jess and stared at her. Catching his ill-tempered gaze, she leapt back up to her feet, ignoring the droid. Kylo turned and continued down the hallway, and she slowly followed him, keeping her distance. They passed several stormtroopers, who all straightened themselves as Kylo walked past them.

Kylo led her to a small, empty bed chamber at the back of the ship, and he remained next to its entrance, nodding towards it. "You'll stay in here," he said, and she nodded feebly, ducking quickly past him into the small room. Kylo shut the door with the Force, and and he headed back to his own room, hoping to escape from his troglodytic reality, to have more dreams and visions of Rey.


	5. Chapter 4: Yin & Yang

"Alright Squad One, let's move out," Poe's voice sounded over the transmission intercom of Rey's X-wing. Rey flipped on the controls of her ship, readying its engines. "Rey, are you ready?"

"Ready," she answered, adjusting her helmet. She watched as Poe's X-wing before her began lifting up from the ground, the ship's landing stands retracting up as it ascended up from the pavement.

Rey hit the liftoff controls on the panel before her, and her ship jostled slightly as it began to rise from the ground. A loud _click _sounded below her as the ship's landing gear locked up into place. Rey couldn't help but smile as the ship carried her higher, and she turned to her side to peer down at the silver and orange X-wings lined neatly beneath her on the tarmac. She saw Finn and the other pilots of his group waving her off, and she waved back.

Although Finn had tried arguing against them, Poe and Rey had agreed that Finn should lead the other half of the group to Takodana to pick up a transport ship. Finn was an excellent leader and over the years had become a good pilot, but Rey and Poe had both been afraid that in his current emotional state, Finn would be more likely to make rash decisions in attempting to rescue Jess Testor from the Empire. They had been able to gently persuade him to manage the other group, and though they hadn't told him of their fears, Finn seemed to have understood the reasoning behind their plan.

Rey focused as she steered her ship upwards, following after Poe. As her ship began climbing higher into the sky, she saw four dots appearing on her fighter's motion scanner, the four other X-wings of her group now trailing behind her.

As Rey breached the planet's atmosphere, her fighter began to sail smoothly in space with the lack of wind resistance. She let out a breath as she took in the sight of space again, something she hadn't seen in person for nearly half a year; Luke hadn't allowed her leave the planet, his reason being that he need to train with her every day.

Rey knew that Luke's primary reason to keep her on Trora was to keep her and Ben from finding each other once again. She knew that despite her own current devotion to the code of the Jedi, Luke sensed that she always still felt a pull to the Dark, and he thought that Ben would one day attempt to seduce her away from the Light.

Rey turned over her shoulder, looking back at Trora as it began to shrink behind her. _I'm sorry, Luke. Please forgive me,_ she thought.

"Prepare to jump into hyperspace," Rey heard Poe's voice over her ship's transmission. "Let's go, Flygirl," Poe added, just to her. Rey smiled to herself as she made the necessary adjustments on the X-wing's control panel.

Though she felt a gnawing anxiety deep in the pit of her stomach, wary of coming into contact with Ben again, Rey's heart raced as her feelings were mixed with a puerile excitement at the promise of a new adventure.

….

Jess Testor sat on the small bed in her claustrophobic holding room, her knees pressed up into her chest. She'd been in this room for at least a day, it seemed. She didn't even want to contemplate how long she'd been strapped to the incredibly uncomfortable metal interrogation chair. Her back still ached from it.

Even in this more comfortable room, however, Jess couldn't bring herself to relax, her mind still circling back to the loss of Snap Wexley. _At least there's a washroom in here, _she thought begrudgingly.

Jess had been astounded to have seen BB-8 on board the ship, and he'd been happy to see her. Interestingly, it didn't seem as though he was being held captive, like her; he had been surprisingly lively, behaving as his usual, sprightly self.

_If only Poe knew BB-8 was being kept here, _Jess thought dolefully, recalling her friend's grief over the loss of his beloved droid. _Ren has probably reprogrammed the droid, the poor thing._

Jess scooted back against the wall on her bed as a metallic _clank _sounded against her door. Her heart pounded as she waited for Kylo Ren to come in. _He's finally come to kill me,_ she thought, her hands trembling as they gripped around her knees. She recalled the shock and confusion she'd felt at seeing Ren's unmasked face: his ghostly complexion, his atramentous hair, his surprisingly youthful features. _He's not far in age from myself,_ Jess thought. _But, those eyes…_

She shuddered as she heard a stormtrooper's modulated voice from outside, followed by another _clang _against her door. The stormtrooper suddenly shrieked, and the door to her room lifted in a _whoosh._

Jess gasped in surprise as BB-8 rolled into her small chamber, the door dropping behind him.

"BB-8! BB-8, how do you remember me?" She asked the droid, scrambling to sit on the edge of her bed.

The droid beeped, tilting its head in confusion.

"What—so—they _didn't_ reprogram you?

BB-8 bleeped in response.

"But...you don't seem...you're not a prisoner?" She listened to BB-8's response. "Why would he just keep you—oh…" BB-8 had told her that Kylo Ren had told him he couldn't go back to Poe, since the droid now had too much intel about the Empire. "But you _miss _Poe, don't you?"

BB-8 released a small sighing sound, lowering its head.

"I'm sorry you're stuck with Kylo Ren," she said, shaking her head in despondency. "I guess we both are, for now."

BB-8's head rose, and he wavered in place as he beeped back at her.

Jess's face contorted. "'_Not that bad?!' _What do you mean he's '_not that bad?'" _BB-8 bleeped in protest. "You can't be your '_friend'_—he's our _enemy!" _She exclaimed.

BB-8's head swivelled back towards the door as it beeped softly, hushing her. It then rolled up to her feet, beeping a lengthy response.

"Are...are you sure he's not just tricking you—_us?"_ She asked, listening as the droid continued telling her his and Ren's plan for her release. Jess sighed, her head dropping into her hands. After a few moments of silence, her face rose to look back at the droid. "You seem awfully trusting of him. But I guess I have no other choice but to believe you, right?"

BB-8 bumped against the front of her shins, one of his usual expressions of affection. She smiled down at the droid, placing a hand on the curve of its metal head. It beeped questioningly, and she nodded. "Okay. I'll do as you say. I won't trust _him, _though," Jess said, nodding towards the door. "If you're not supposed to be in here, you should go. I don't want to get you into trouble. Go, now," she said, gently pushing the droid backwards.

BB-8 beeped a good-bye and clanked himself against the metal door. A moment later, the door lifted, and Jess saw a stormtrooper outside of her room, pressing the door's controls. The stormtrooper leapt back from BB-8 as it rolled past him, and the door _whooshed_ closed, returning Jess to her solitude. But after BB-8's visit, she no longer felt so hopeless.

…**.**

Rey shifted uncomfortably in her seat, growing restless from having flown in her X-wing for so long. It felt as though they'd been flying for a day. _Maybe we have,_ she thought, losing track of time.

"Let's drop from hyperspace," Poe said, and on his count, Rey and the other four pilots plunged back into the familiar black vacuum of empty space.

"Hey, Flygirl, are we still on the right track?" Poe asked Rey through the transmission.

Rey sighed, her hands becoming clammy. Ben's presence grew stronger as she neared him, and she realized that she'd grown unaccustomed to feeling him so clearly through the Force, to being so _aware_ of their connection.

"Yes, we're getting close," she finally answered, a twinge of foreboding in her voice.

"Should we stop, then, and wait for the others?" One of of pilots asked.

"No, we should keep going," Rey said without thinking. Despite her apprehension, she couldn't resist the pull of the Force, the lure towards Ben.

"Rey, can you estimate how far out we are?" Poe said.

"Mm...I'm not completely sure, but I feel—we're _very_ close," she said.

"I haven't picked anything up on my scanners," one of the pilots said.

"Neither have I," said another.

"This is uncharted territory, let's just hope we aren't near a base of some sort," Poe said. "And if we are, let's hope we can reach that Empire ship first."

The group continued on, and as the pull of the Force grew stronger, Rey's heart began to race.

_Ben? _She called through the Force, but as she had expected, there was no answer. As usual, she felt a sort of mental block. _Ben, where are you? What's happened to you?_

…**.**

_No...she's not real, _Kylo thought, torn between his own attempts at rational thought and the wrench of the Force, the latter of which was telling him otherwise.

Kylo stomped through his ship toward the control room, stormtroopers pressing themselves against the sides of the hallway as he lumbered past them. Kylo's flaring temper was palpable.

As Kylo stormed into the front pilot's section, the three commanders flipped around from the control board, watching him with wide eyes.

"Commander Mitaka, what has come up on our scanners?" Kylo asked gruffly through his mask.

The commander cowered against the control board as Kylo loomed over him. "We, uh—we haven't picked up anything, Sir," he said confusedly, his voice shaking.

"_Useless,"_ Kylo spat, shoving Mitaka aside with the Force. Ren moved up to the control panel, scanning the ship's security screen. He was only vaguely aware of Mitaka scrambling out of the room behind him. Though they backed up and away from Ren, the other two commanders remained.

Kylo slammed his fist against the edge of the control board, shaking his head. "We've picked up _nothing?"_ He growled, turning around to peer at the two commanders behind him. They quickly shook their heads. Ren's chest tightened in anger and he gripped the edge of the desk before him. _They're not doing their jobs,_ he thought. Needing to vent his frustration and chagrin, Kylo considered slashing his lightsaber through the commanders, a sudden bloodlust in his veins. _So easy,_ he thought. _So quick._

But an image—perhaps a memory—of a Nexu laying in the snow flashed into his mind, and suddenly Kylo felt as if he had been transported away for the moment. His breathing quickened as a familiar, soothing voice chimed through his head: "_it wouldn't be fair...that's senseless violence."_

He let out a long breath, lowering his head to his chest. _It's not their fault, it's not their fault,_ he reminded himself, trying to clear his thoughts, the well of pain and fury that Snoke had trained him to maintain. Kylo's shoulders lowered as he imagined—_remembered?_—the sound of the girl's voice. _Rey_.

Kylo shook his head of the seeming fantasy and turned to face the two fearful commanders. "You need to keep close watch of the ship's scanners," he said flatly.

"Sir, if I may, if there's anything the scanners will pick up, it will be TIE fighters, we're so close to Quarus. We were just making preparations to land. If you sense something, that's all it—"

Kylo abruptly rose his fist, his gloves scrunching. He was losing patience again. "What I _sense_ is no _TIE," _he spat.

The commander staggered backwards, lowering his head. "Alright, yes, I see," he said.

The other commander spoke up this time. "Sir, what of the prisoner?"

Kylo thought for a moment, silently regarding the man. "Have a squadron of the troopers take her to a holding room once we get to the base," he said. He figured Jess Testor's escape would be less suspicious if it appeared to be the fault of the stormtroopers, rather than of himself.

"Yes, Sir," the commander said, nodding his head obediently, and he and the other commander soon left the room.

Kylo Ren turned back around to stare out the window of the ship. The Force pulled at him so _strongly_. He turned his masked face and felt a distinct emptiness, a painful twisting in his chest as he looked at the empty pilot's chair at his side.

…**.**

"Son of a Bantha, are you guys reading this?" One of the Organa pilots called through the transmission.

"We must be nearing a planet," Poe postulated.

Rey scanned her ship's control screens, seeing that the gravity detector had risen considerably. "What do you think it is?" She asked.

"I don't know, but I'm going to assume we don't want to take a risk and check it out," one of the pilots said. "Let's slow down."

But Rey didn't slow her ship. The draw of the Force was heavy, overwhelmingly so. Right now, she had a one-track mind: to follow where the Force led her. The distance between her X-wings and the others began to increase as she continued on.

"Hey, Flygirl, did you catch that? We're going to wait here for Squad Two," Poe said over her transmission.

Rey didn't answer as she continued ahead. Her breathing quickened as she so clearly felt _him._

"What's she doing?" One of the pilots asked.

"Rey! Is your transmission working?" Questioned another.

"It's working just fine," Poe said flatly. "Rey, I'm coming after you," he said.

"No, Poe, I need to do this _alone,_" she said. "I'm going to find Jess and BB-8, you and the others need to stay here so Finn and the other squadron can find you."

"What? Rey, no! This wasn't our plan! Wh—_why_ are you doing this?" Poe asked, his voice breaking.

Rey let out a shaky breath as she saw the dot of his ship nearing hers on her scanner. "Poe, don't make me do this," she said to herself quietly. "Poe, go back, I'm going in alone. I'm a Jedi, I can do this," she said over the transmission. She saw on her scanning screen that his ship was gaining on her.

"I'm not letting you go! They'll kill you—_he'll _kill you!" Poe shouted in response, and Rey was surprised that he had rightly assumed she was also planning on going after Ben. Rey felt anger growing within her at Poe's rash claim. She was fleetingly tempted to hurt him.

She flipped her head to the side as she saw Poe's X-wing out her window, and she scowled. She reached her palm out, concentrating on the Force, on her own exasperation.

"Rey, you have to let go of hi—" Rey head Poe's voice cut out as she'd forced him into a Force faint. Energy surging through her, she extended the Force further, using it to slow Poe's ship to a stop.

She turned and stared ahead, guilt gnawing momentarily in her stomach, but she shook her head: she needed to focus on what lay ahead. Cutting off her ship's transmission, Rey steered her X-wing forward, following the Force and leaving the others behind.

Soon enough, she saw a small turquoise and green dot appear before her. It grew larger as she approached, though it was still in itself a tiny planet. Staring at it, Rey figured that its color came from its apparent ice and forests. _Yet another snowy planet, _she observed bitterly. Rey thought of Starkiller Base, then of Drecenia, where she and Ben had fought the Nexu, and where she'd fought him. She shivered as she remembered Snoke standing over Ben in the frost. _Ben, _and his bloody, damaged body. _What have they done to him this time?_ She wondered, her heart skipping a beat.

As she neared the planet, she closed her eyes, raising her palms as she attempted to create a Force field around her ship, as she'd seen Ben do to his old command shuttle on Drecenia when she'd been inside it. Rey felt the Force encircling her ship, blocking out the elements of the outside. She opened her eyes, taking in a deep breath from the effort, hoping that her attempt had worked.

Upon reaching the planet's atmosphere, Rey hadn't seen any sign of TIE fighters or Empire vessels, but she sensed Ben's presence even more clearly; she knew he had to be on the planet somewhere. Her hands grew clammy as she lowered her X-wing through the cloudy skies of the planet, hoping that the Force field around her ship would keep Ben and any Empire scanners from sensing the approach of her ship, of _her. _

Breaking out of the cloud layer, Rey saw a thick, snow-blanketed forest below, and she steered her X-wing just above the canopy. She kept her eyes trained ahead, looking for signs of civilization. For a while, she didn't see anything but ice and trees. The sun began to lower towards the horizon line as she soared over the frozen land, the sky turning a light grey.

It wasn't long, however, before Rey spotted dark structures ahead, and she abruptly slowed her craft, veering to the side as she searched for a clearing in the trees to land in. Her breath caught in her throat as she saw a dark, tall-winged ship parked in a clearing to her side, and she wondered if it was Ben's. It looked just like his old command shuttle, only larger. Because of the Force field around her ship, she couldn't sense Ben, and she began nervously wondering if he was just below her.

Rey found another clearing not far off from the black shuttle, and she forced herself to swallow her fear. _I'll have to face him at some point. It might as well be now,_ she decided, preparing her ship for landing.

As soon as her X-wing had touched down into the icy snow below, Rey opened the cockpit, wrenching off her helmet and dropping it onto her seat. As she hopped down from the craft, her boots crunched into the white ground below, and the frigid air burned her cheeks. For a moment, she stood looking upwards, marveling at the remarkable height of the dark green trees towering above her. The trees were framed by the greying sky, and they appeared almost foreboding.

Rey faced ahead, letting out a visible, white tendril of breath as she began to move forward. She realized that once she stepped outside of the Force field surrounding her ship, she'd be able to sense Ben. At this realization, Rey was on edge, apprehensive of just how close she would sense he was.

One feeble step at a time, Rey moved forward through the snow, her hands clenching anxiously as her head swiveled left and right, hoping to catch even the slightest sign of movement.

Suddenly, Rey was able to feel everything, all at once, and her breath caught in her throat. _He's so close, _she realized, and she froze in her tracks. _He's getting nearer… _Her eyes scanned around her wildly, and her hand came instinctively to the hilt of her saber at her belt. She felt herself falling into a sort of delirium, and everything began appearing to her as a threat: the white-as-bone snow, the trees still as corpses, the sky turning ashen above her. Suddenly, Rey didn't want to be here. _This was a mistake,_ she thought. _What_ _if Poe and the others were right_—_what if Ben had devoted himself completely to the Dark side? Had I misjudged his feelings before? Do I mean anything at all to him now?_

Rey began to back up, her ears ringing with the crunching of her boots in the snow. She shivered as she felt Ben grow even nearer. _Ben_—_or Kylo Ren?_

Rey became stock-still as she sensed him behind her. The hairs on her neck stood on end.

Slowly, she turned around, her fingers resting on the hilt of her saber as she sensed him. She couldn't see him, and she stepped slowly, carefully around her X-wing. As she moved around it to the other side, her eyes grew wide as she saw a familiar dark figure standing in the snow a considerable distance across from her.

Her chest heaving, Rey couldn't tear her eyes away from Ben's robed form, the stony stare of his mask. He remained in place as he seemed to stare back at her. She noticed his shoulders lowering, his wrapped arms hanging dully at his sides.

_Ben? _She probed, but he didn't respond. Tightening her hands into fists, Rey summoned her courage, taking a few steps towards him.

"You're—it's _you," _Ben said in a low voice. Rey frowned at the modulated effect the mask gave to the normally dulcet tone of his voice.

"Ben," she began, unsure of what else to say. She watched him breathlessly, remaining stock still as she watched his posture grow more tense.

"That's not my name," he said darkly.

Rey frowned at the menacing tone of his voice, and a fiery pang of anger began to course through her. Tears threatened at the corners of her eyes as she continued to stare across at him, sensing his antagonism. She raised her face. "Take off your mask."

"Why should I?" He asked, his head tilting slightly. There was an unevenness in his voice.

Rey took a few defiant steps towards him. "You get to see my face, it's only fair that I see yours," she said matter-of-factly. She moved towards him again, but she stopped as he abruptly pulled out and ignited his cracking red saber before him. Rey scowled at him.

"What do you think you'll see beneath it?" He asked, his voice taunting.

Irritated by his reluctance, Rey pulled out her own saber, igniting the two yellow ends of it before her. Ben's head seemed to crane upwards slightly.

Rey raised her voice. "The face of Ben Organa-Solo. Son of Leia and Han, Prince of the remaining Republic of Alderaan," she said. She stepped towards him again, her hands trembling as she gripped the hilt of her saber, lowering it. "The face of the man I love," she added softly, her voice cracking.

Ben seemed to hesitate before answering. "Attachments are forbidden for Jedi," he returned, and he lowered his own saber.

Rey stepped forward again, ignoring his retort. "Then I'm no Jedi," she said with conviction, her brows knitting together.

Rey stared at him, waiting, her mouth quivering. She let out a surprised breath as she watched Ben disengage his saber, sliding it back into the hilt at his side. His gloved hands moved slowly up to his helmet, and she thought she saw his hands trembling. Slowly, gingerly, he clicked his helmet off, taking his time lifting it from his face.

Rey felt an icy shock shoot up her spine as she met his brown-rimmed, yellowish eyes.

* * *
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	6. Chapter 5: Regression

Rey shrunk back in horror, staggering backwards as if she'd been physically struck. "_No,"_ she breathed, shaking her head in disbelief. She couldn't tear her gaze from Ben's, the haunting yellow glow, the purplish coloring beneath his eyes. Rey began to shiver, but it wasn't from the wintry air. "No, _no…"_

Ben's gaze shifted to the side, his jaw clenching. He turned his pale face away from her as if ashamed.

_They were right, _Rey thought, backing away from him. Her head spinning, she couldn't hear the crunching of her boots as she backtracked through the snow. Ben's face lifted as he noticed her retreating, and his face grew pinched.

Staring across at him, Rey wasn't sure if she had fallen into complete madness or if Ben's eyes were actually darkening. Ben took a few steps in her direction, but Rey held her beaming saber threateningly before her, and he hesitated.

"You've turned down a path I can't follow...you've betrayed me..._us,"_ she accused, her voice breaking. She grew angry at the tears that were now trailing down her cheeks. She wanted to keep hidden her pain, the deep ache twisting her chest, her heart. _The X-wing. I need to get out of here, _she thought, and Rey picked up her pace, still keeping her gaze warily on the deathly figure across from her.

Ben's face twitched as he began to move towards her again. He quickened his pace, his eyebrows furrowing together as he reached a hand out towards her in supplication. "_Rey_...Rey, _wait_—" He pressed, his voice rising.

Rey shook her head headedly as she flipped around and sprinted the short distance back to her ship. As she ran across the threshold of the Force field surrounding the craft, she could no longer feel Ben's presence, and for the first time, she was glad of it. She clambered up into the cockpit of her ship, shifting on the engines as she yanked her helmet onto her head. She looked out the window to her right and saw Ben trudging through the snow towards her, his expression disoriented.

Rey lifted the ship up from the white ground beneath just before Ben reached her. Wiping the tears from her eyes, Rey veered her X-wing up sharply into the dusky sky, leaving Ben behind in the lifted swirls of snow.

As her ship broke through the planet's atmosphere, Rey's shoulders shook, her hands hovering over the ship's controls, unsure of what to do, where to go. She didn't want to go back to the waiting squad of pilots, to admit to Poe that she should have listened to him. But she didn't want to go all the way back to Trora all the same, to face Luke and feel his disappointment.

_No,_ Rey decided. _I want to be alone. _Her thoughts clouded, Rey was now of a one-track mind. There was only one place left she could think of to go.

….

_Is it purgatory where I am doomed to live the rest of my days?_ Ben thought bitterly as he slashed his lightsaber at yet another tree trunk, cutting through to the other side. The severed log crashed into the snow, and flurries of lifted snow circled around him.

Growling through his teeth, Ben moved towards another tree, spinning his sizzling saber through the icy air before cleaving the wood. This one landed at the base of his feet, and Ben raised his saber above his head, bringing his weapon down into the log with all of his force. He saw only red. The saber crackled and sparked as he hacked relentlessly at the log, splintering and searing the wood.

Soon, Ben began to tire, and he brought the lightsaber down one last time. He pulled the saber back up from the wood slowly, drained of most of his energy. Huffing, Ben swiped frustratedly at the damp, sweaty hair clinging to his forehead with his free hand. He leaned over forwards as he attempted to catch his breath, resting a hand on his knee, his crackling saber held to the side with his other hand. He shook his head once as he stared at the mangled log before him, grinding his jaw.

_Why did you take off your mask?_ He berated himself. _You let her see. She'll never trust you again. _Ben shut his eyes tightly as he saw Rey in his mind, her face made all the more stunning by the golden glow of her double-bladed lightsaber. _The one I suggested her to make, _he reflected.

"Sir?"

Ben abruptly straightened as he looked across at two snowtroopers armed with blasters. They remained several yards from him. The troopers had most likely seen some of his melodramatic outburst, but Ben didn't care; if anything, seeing him hacking away at the giant trees would have made them all the more fearful of him.

"Sir, the Organa prisoner is here at the base," one of the snowtroopers said anxiously, taking a small step towards him.

Ben disengaged his saber, sliding it into the hilt at his belt. _There are two here,_ he thought sardonically. He knew that the troopers hadn't come to tell him just this; they'd been sent to check on him, as one would a pet gone astray.

Seething, Ben trudged across the snow to collect his helmet. He hesitated to pick it up from the frozen ground, his hand hovering above its shiny metal and chrome surface. He let out a breath as he finally lifted it and made his way towards the snowtroopers, not bothering to put the helmet back on.

The troopers followed behind Ben as he led the way to the planet's small military base. The sky was a frosty grey as they moved out of the forest and into an open expanse of snow. The rising wind whipped the tattered wrap around Ben's neck as snowflakes drifted down from the sky, catching in his eyelashes. His helmet tucked under his arm, Ben's gloved hands were balled into tense fists at his sides as he strained to push the images of Rey out of his mind: the fear he he'd seen that had flashed across her face when he'd exposed his eyes to her, the hopelessness he'd read in her own eyes as she had been confronted with the fact that he had regressed into the Dark side enough for his eyes expose his expulsion of the Light, his denomination as a Sith.

Ben's chest heaved, self-hatred burning within his very core as he tried and failed to think of anything besides Rey. Her reaction to him tormented Ben, but he knew that his allegiance to the Empire and to the Dark side was necessary. His darkness would protect her.

Upon reaching the base, the two trailing snowtroopers went their separate way as Ben stalked to his own private quarters. So consumed he was with his own dismal thoughts that he jumped when BB-8 suddenly rolled towards him from around a corner, beeping loudly.

"_Kriff_—Not now, BB-8," Ben said quickly, flustered.

The droid rolled along at his side as Ben lengthened his stride, hoping the droid would leave him alone. But the droid craned forward as it kept up beside him, its head tilting and looking up at him. The droid beeped curiously, and Ben shot him an annoyed look.

"What do you mean, I 'look different?'" He asked flatly as they reached his bed chamber. Ben pressed a button and the door to the spacious room swiftly lifted.

BB-8 bleeped insistently as it rolled after him through the doorway. Ben stopped and turned around, looking at the droid seriously for a moment. Sighing, he decided to give in and listen to the droid, and he headed to the washroom to look at himself in the mirror.

BB-8 followed Ben into the washroom. As Ben was confronted with his own face in the wide mirror, he furrowed his brows, taken aback. He saw that his pupils were no longer ringed with yellow; instead, his irises had returned to their natural brownish color.

Ben blinked back at himself, a small breath escaping his mouth. BB-8 bleeped smugly, and Ben glanced down at the droid. Dazed, Ben turned on the faucet in the sink below and splashed water on his face, rinsing the sweat from his skin and hairline. He dragged a towel slowly over his face before looking at himself again. Sure enough, his eyes remained brown.

Ever since his reconditioning with Admiral Thrawn and his final training with Snoke, Ben's eyes had retained a yellow coloring around his pupils. Though the width of the yellow rings fluctuated, seemingly correlated with how much of the Dark side he was calling upon at the time, the color had always remained to some degree.

But now, as he stared at himself in the mirror, Ben was confounded at the complete lack of yellow in his eyes. His breath quickened as he turned his gaze from the mirror, and he looked down at the round droid again, who was staring up at him. BB-8 bumped gently against Ben's shin, beeping questioningly.

Ben lowered his head, nodding joylessly. He sucked in a rattled breath. "Yes. I saw her," he said quietly.

The droid bumped into his leg again, beeping.

Ben lowered to his knees, feeling weak as his mind swarmed with confliction. He leaned a hand on the droid, shaking his head slowly. "No. She saw my eyes before they changed. She knows who I am, what I've become...It's too late."

BB-8 rolled suddenly away from him, beeping in protest as it wavered in place.

Staring across at the droid, a sudden tenacity began to swell through Ben's chest. Slowly straightening himself, he ground his jaw as he considered. Ben wanted Rey to remain independent of him, to stay far away from him and the Empire, but he couldn't stand to see her so unhappy, so _abandoned. _Ben shut his eyes as Rey's teary eyes and biting words flashed into his mind.

Reopening his eyes, Ben nodded down at BB-8. "Okay. You're right. I'll do it," he said, and BB-8 beeped happily, projecting a small blue flame on a rod in approval. Ben knew that somehow, he had to try and make things right.

….

Rey stared vacantly ahead of her as her X-wing approached the familiar red planet. Her mind was focused as she veered the ship down through the planet's atmosphere, her throat dry as she soared over the vast, empty desert of Jakku, her eyes scanning the horizon.

Rey's heart writhed in her chest as she saw the familiar tents and structures of Niima Outpost. Her eyes flickered over the small figures that moved about in the town beneath her.

She pressed on, passing the settlement as her ship skimmed over more barren sand dunes.

Then, she saw it: the downed AT-AT. Rey felt a strange twinge of nostalgia at the sight of her old home. Her breathing became shallow as she landed her X-wing, and as she removed her helmet and jumped down from the ship, landing down onto the familiar sand, it became erratic.

Plodding into her old shelter, her eyes moistened as she took in the the things she could have never forgotten: her crudely-made pilot doll, the rusted metal dishes, the dusty sheets of her makeshift bed, the rebel helmet, the potted flower, now dead.

She turned and looked at the thousands of tally marks she'd scratched into the wall, marvelling at how for so many years she'd been able to cling to such childish hope for her family to one day return.

The culmination of her nostalgia, the realization of the futility of the tally marks, and the loss of Ben from her life all meshed together in Rey's aching chest. Suddenly, all of it was too heavy for her to bear, and she choked out a sob as she stood before the marked wall.

Her chest and throat burned as she cried, tears pouring down her hot cheeks as she stood in the balmy space in the AT-AT. Her hands tightened to fists at her sides, and Rey craved comfort, some form of consolation. All alone, she knew there was none to be found.

But Rey's eyes came to settle on her old orange pilot doll and she choked out another sob. She strode over to the doll, giving in to her own childish want as she picked it up, grasping it with both hands. She carried the toy with her as she moved back before the tally wall, and she sunk to the ground, clasping the doll to her chest as she cried.

….

Jess struggled to figure out the controls in the TIE fighter as she steered it away from the Empire planet. After a bout of fumbling with the controls, she began figuring out the craft's transmissions. In this moment, she was more grateful than ever for her extensive training in spacecraft technology.

She ripped out a cord from the TIE's transmission controls, severing the communication lines to base. She began coding in her own transmission functions, attempting to override the system to contact the Organa pilots. She switched the transmission functions back on and tried speaking into the intercom.

"Hello? Organa squadron, this is Jess Testor," she called. Her heart raced as she waited for a reply, but she grew despondent as she didn't get one. _Kylo Ren had said they're out here somewhere, _she reflected. _Had he lied?_

"Testing, this is Jess Testor signalling to the Organa squadron," she tried again.

"Jess..._Jess Testor?"_ The signal was staticky, but she heard Poe's groggy voice over her transmission.

"Poe!" Jess exclaimed gleefully.

"Poe? Is that him?" One of the other pilot's voices sounded over the intercom.

Jess took in a quick breath as she attempted to calm herself. "I'm approaching in a TIE fighter, don't shoot. I can see you all on my scanners now."

"A TIE fighter? Jess, wha—what _happened?" _Poe asked slowly. He sounded strangely disoriented.

"Poe, are you alright?" She asked concernedly.

"Poe's been out for awhile, we're not quite sure why, but we think Rey—the Jedi girl—had something to do with it," one of the pilots said.

_Rey Kenobi,_ Jess marvelled, remembering Kylo Ren pulling memories of the girl from her mind. _Does he have feelings for her?_

"Jess, I see you now on my scanners. We sent a second squad to get a transport ship for you, but I guess we won't be needing that now," a pilot named Vern said.

"Jess, how did you get away?" Poe asked.

"You wouldn't believe it," she said, shaking her head at her own bewilderment. "Kylo Ren—General Leia's son—he helped me escape, he—he led me to a TIE fighter. He told me that you guys were here, near the planet."

"Kylo _Ren?_" Vern exclaimed, mystified.

"_What?_ If he knows we're out here, why hasn't he alerted the base?" Poe questioned.

"I don't like this at all, we need to get out of here," another pilot said. "They could be planning an attack right now!"

But strangely enough, Jess had sensed a certain integrity in Kylo Ren when he'd helped her escape. "There's no reason he would have let me go, just to turn around and kill all of us," she said matter-of-factly.

"What about BB-8? Where's _Rey?!" _Poe asked, his voice rising. "Where did she go?"

"According to our trackers, her ship left the planet about an hour ago, she jumped into hyperspace," a pilot explained.

"She went to the planet to look for...that's right…" Poe trailed, seeming to remember what had happened.

"Poe, don't worry, I saw BB-8, he's being kept there with the Empire, but he's doing...surprisingly _well," _Jess said, still amazed at the droid's seeming contentedness.

"Oh, _no…_" Poe drawled. "I need to go and get him, I can't leave him there!"

"_Dameron,_ we don't have time for that. We _need_ to leave," Vern piped up.

"We _can't _leave Rey and BB-8," Poe protested.

"Poe, you heard Jess, BB-8 is fine for now. And Rey's nowhere near here, I'm sure she's alright. I don't care if this Kylo Ren released Jess, we _need _to go," Vern pressed.

"I agree," the other two pilots responded in unison.

Jess heard Poe sigh heavily over the transmission before he spoke. "Okay...we have Jess, at least. Let's go, Squad One," he said reluctantly.

As Jess's TIE joined the group of X-wings, relief flooded through her as they prepared to jump into hyperspace and head home.

….

Rey sat crying and cradling her doll for what seemed like an hour before she began to sense something—no, some_one. _Rey felt the familiar presence growing nearer, and she grew uneasy, her stomach turning as she waited. This upset her more, and she debated pulling out her lightsaber, but she was tired, tired of _everything, _and she didn't have the energy or the willpower to try and fight.

Instead, she remained on the floor, shuddering as she clutched her doll, tears still rolling down her flushed cheeks. Rey began to hear footfalls in the dirt outside, and she slowly turned over her shoulder, tears dripping from her jaw onto the dusty floor as her fingers dug into the cloth and twine of the doll.

As she turned, her heart skittered in her chest as Ben's tall, dark-robed figure moved slowly around the corner of the shelter's opening, and she watched as he did a brief once-over of the place with his eyes. Ben's dark gaze came to settle down on her, and his mouth opened slightly, his brows twitching as he stared across at her.

Rey sucked in a breath, fully noticing what she thought she'd seen in the forest on the Empire planet: that his eyes had changed back to their normal hazel-brown color.

Ben took a few soft steps into the structure of the AT-AT, his eyes remaining concentrated on her. His dark brows raised as he took her in, and Rey noticed his mouth quiver.

"Rey," he said softly. He took another step towards her, but Rey scooted away from him, frowning as she held onto her doll with one hand. She didn't want to let him near her. She watched as his eyes moved from the doll to the tally marked-wall behind her. He took a small step backwards, his brows rising as he blinked at the wall.

Rey's grip loosened on her doll as she saw Ben's eyes glistening with moisture. He began shaking his head, his face twitching as he looked back down at her. "Rey, I'm sorry," he breathed. "I didn't—I didn't mean for it to be like this," he said quietly. He moved towards her and slowly lowered down, crouching before her as he slowly reached a gloved hand towards her face.

Whether it was due to lethargy or apathy, she wasn't sure, but Rey didn't move away from him this time. Letting her doll drop to the dusty floor, Rey closed her eyes as she felt Ben's gloved hand lightly cup her chin, and she let out a quivering breath at his simple touch. As she reopened her eyes, fresh tears slid down her cheeks, and she saw tears welling in his. Ben leaned towards her as he slid his hand from her chin to the back of her shoulder, and he pulled her into him.

Rey burrowed her face into Ben's warm neck as she cried on his shoulder, and Ben held her snugly in his arms as he sat down. Rey felt him rest his own head on her shoulder. He gently stroked her back gently as she cried, and Rey laced her fingers up into his hair, her tears soaking the black wrap at his neck.

Ben held her for what felt like hours, but Rey didn't care; she wanted to remain in his embrace for as long as she could, lest he disappear from her again.

* * *

><p><em>Awwww our favorite pair has finally reunited! They shouldn't fight their love—they should celebrate it! *wink* *cough* Thanks for reading &amp; reviewing! <em>


End file.
